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Yet ftill I he ftory may he trtie, 
The Clown his goofe's value- knew. 
In his own hbufe he lov'd to pet hef. 
He fed her well>.he wateh'd her better j 
And thou'ght his' pains not ill repaid> 
By getting every egglhe laid. 
Much the' he got, we do not find 
He flung his fortune to the wind ; 
But prudent, he, his daily prize, 
To comfort and to-ufe applitsi 
He makes hiscabinfnug and warm, 
Buys winter flore, and flocks his farm j 
His thriving, and his goofe were found 
The envy of his neighbours round. 

What evils human life betide ? 
The Clown was ftiil unfatisfied ; 
And oft his difcontcnt was ftin'd 
By the flow bounty of his bird. 
An egg a day from fu'ch a flore ! 
And ^one fo foon I— Why not lay more? 
You'll not believe it, when I tell ye. 
He caft his eyes upon her belly ; 
And many a time his heart would juMpi 
To feize his treafure in a lump ; 
And not wafle time,'andtire his legs, 
In feeking daily for his eggs ; 
Nor great part of his profits lofe. 
In cares and keeping of his goofe. 

It happen'd — O, the fad event! 
The Clown was preff'd to pay his rent; 
Por, as I have already told. 
He daily fpent his egg of gold ; 
And e'en for rnore had great occafion, 
For he was deep in fpeculation. 
The agent would not brook delay, 
John had it, and was forc'd to pay. 
What could he do ? Or how refufe ? 
He feiz'd his hopes — his golden goofe. 
Ungrateful brute ! — His bloody knife 
Deprives his precious bird of life. 
His urgent wants, and avarice. 
Into her entrails fcriitinize ; 
And ev'ry fibre quick explore, 
Impatient for th'cxpeQed flore ; 
In vain he ftrains his eager fight. 
To catch the treafure's golden light : 



No fliining metarbleft'his eyes, 
No golden treafure is his pri-ze ; 
Where'er his murderous hand he puts, 
He ohly meets with blood and guts; 
And embryo eggs, his future gain. 
Could he his cruel hafte reftrain ; 
The clown in late repentance rued. 
His folly and ingratitude. 
His dreams of avarice are fled. 
His hopes are gone, his goofe lies dead' 
His goods are fold, his- lands are feiz'd : 
■His envious' neighbours all are pleas'd. 



SHBELAGH BULL. 



A TALE. 



TrariJJated from' th oHginarGermah, of the ce- 
librated Bv ^GZR, Author. of Lenora, &c. 

I. 

X-feAfe Sheolagh-l^-'tis am-iTtlptiarhouPj 
■" I have theefnug within my pow'r,' 
'" Nay, Sheelagh! do notlookfo four ! 
" Hafte to our Bridal Supper! 

■** Come to my arms, my daggled lafs ! 

" O'er the fait waves, muft Sheelagh pafs— 

'" Myfelf will guide thy long-ear'd afs, 

'" And thou fhalt grafp the crupper. 
II. 
'" Hence, from the pike-men ! hafte away ! 
'*' Lo ! on yon fhore the bridcfmsn ftay, 
'" Five hundred fquires in meet array ; 

" And thou ftialt bring an hundred!.* 
" Mix'd y/ith my fquires, thy fquires (hail dincj 
■" And every fquire^Zja// vote like mine" 
Quoth Sheelagh--^" This is very fine-^" 

And fo ftie flared and wonder'd. 



* GoNcRiL. — Here do you ketip a hundred knights and 
fquires ; 

Bethen delirea 
•By her,' who elfe will tah ths thing Jbe ie^s. 
Of fifty, to difquantity your train. 

ICino'Leak, Ai^ I. Scene Xli'. 
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tit. 

*^ Full twenty of thy Barons bold," 
Qnoth li3, " with mine fhall be enroll'd, 
" Their pockets all well-lined with gold." 

" Better 1" quoth (lie, " and better I 
" But, Sir, my name will be accurft, 
" Giving the all, for bcft or worft— 
*' Do, let me aflc my children firft :" 

But John Bull would not let her. 
i.v. 
Her Squires, that faw. the doubtful- v/ifc,. 
To make their miftrcfs John Bull's ftrjfe. 
Thought they ihould lead a merry life. 

With fuch an honeft fellow : 
So {luck her on the afs aftride^ 
And tied her legs on either fide. 
Then, " Long live Sheclagh Bull !" tlley cried,. 

As loud-as they could bellow. 

V, 

The thunder roars — the lightning flics—. 
Her children yell, with piercing cries,. 
While to the fliore poor Sheclagh hies, 
Enthron'd aloft on afs-back : 



John to his veflcl welcomes hoth^ 
Kifles his Sheelagh, fomewhat loth ; 
And makes her take her corp'ral oath,. 
That Ihe will never pafs back. 

VI. 

From that fad hour, no tongue may tell. 
To the fair bride, what fate befcl ; 
Some fay they heard her pafllng-bell. 

But John fwears that's a fable,. 
Her Squires are fat, her Barons gay ; 
When John fays Tes, why fo do they ; 
And they feed heartily each day. 

At Johnny's well-fpread table. 



* Both — /. e. The Afc and Sheelagh. tt is . a - remarkallle 
ftrokc" of delicacy in the Poet, . that John Bull kifles Shee- 
lagh, though in a former (lanza, he calls her a daggUd [afs, 
and tlit+ehy fliews the ftrength of his paftion, by which . 
he was cnjbletl to overcome. his natural love of cleanli-- 
iicft. It is obfcrvablcj that though he welcomes the afs,. 
lie <locs not Lift it. 
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